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E D I T O R I A L

I n c l u d e d  i n  l a s t  m o n t h ' s  n e w s l e t t e r  w a s  a  l i s t  o f  o u r  1 9 8 3 - 8 4  a c c o m p l i s h m e n t s .
A s  p o i n t e d  o u t ,  w e  c a n  a l l  t a k e  p r i d e  i n  w h a t  w e  a c c o m p l i s h e d .  T h e  q u e s t i o n
n a t u r a l l y  a r i s e s ,  j u s t  h o w  d i d  w e  d o  i t .  T h e  r e a d y  a n s w e r  i s  o b v i o u s l y  b y  a
l o t  o f  h a r d  w o r k  a n d  d e d i c a t i o n .  C e r t a i n l y  t h i s  i s  t r u e ,  b u t  e x a m i n i n g  i t  a
l i t t l e  c l o s e r  I  w o u l d  s u g g e s t  t h a t  h a v i n g  s t a t e d  p u r p o s e s  w i t h  s p e c i fi c  o b -
j e c t i v e s  l e n t  t h e  n e c e s s a r y  s t r u c t u r e .  A n o t h e r  w a y  o f  s t a t i n g  i t  i s  t h a t  a s
a  g r o u p  w e  w e r e  g o a l  o r i e n t e d .  M y  p r o p o s a l  i s  t h a t  w e  c o n t i n u e  i n  t h a t  m o d e
n e x t  y e a r .  T r u e ,  t h i s  i s s u e  a n d  t h e  l a s t  c o u p l e  h a v e  l a c k e d  p o s i t i v e  r e p o r t i n g .
B y  w a y  o f  e x p l a n a t i o n ,  I  w o u l d  l i k e  t o  p o i n t  o u t  t h a t  t h i s  l a c k  o f  r e p o r t i n g
i s  d u e  t o  t h e  f a c t  t h a t  t h e  v a s t  m a j o r i t y  o f  o u r  g o a l s  h a v e  b e e n  c o m p l e t e d  a n d
i t  w a s  n e c e s s a r y  f o r  m e  t o  c o n t i n u e  r e p o r t i n g  o n  s e v e r a l  i t e m s  o v e r  w h i c h  w e
h a v e  n o  p o s i t i v e  c o n t r o l .  P l e a s e  c o m e  t o  A t l a n t a  w i t h  s o m e  s p e c i fi c  c o m m i t t e e
a n d  p e r s o n a l  h i s t o r i c a l  g o a l s  i n  o r d e r  t h a t  w e  w i l l  b e  i n  a  p o s i t i o n  t o  m a k e
g a i n s  i n  t h e  n e x t  y e a r .

ABOUT THE COVER

T i m e  o n c e  a g a i n  ( e v e r y  o t h e r  m o n t h )  f o r  a n o t h e r  o n e  o f  L e e ' s  s a t i r e s  o n  C A P  l i f e .
S a f e t y  p e o p l e  p l e a s e  n o t e  t h a t  a u t h o r  h a d  n e v e r  fl o w n  t h a t  l o w ,  s p a c e  w a s  a l t e r e d
f o r  a r t i s t i c  e f f e c t .  A t  a n y  r a t e  I ' l l  b e t  I  k n o w  t h e  f r o n t  s e a t e r  a s  w e l l  a s
t h e  b a c k  o n e .

NATIONAL BOARD MEETING

N o t  a n  a w f u l  l o t  t o  a d d  t o  w h a t  h a s  a l r e a d y  b e e n  s a i d  e x c e p t  £ o  a t t a c h  t h e  l a t e s t
r e v i s i o n  o f  t h e  S e m i n a r  A g e n d a .  N o t e  t h a t  B i l l  M a d s e n ' s  t i m e  h a s  b e e n  e x p a n d e d  f r o m
3 0  m i n u t e s  t o  a n  h o u r .  T h i s  i s  m a d e  a p p r o p r i a t e  b y  t h e  t h o r o u g h n e s s  o f  h i s  s l i d e
p r e s e n t a t i o n  o n  C o u r i e r  S e r v i c e .  T h i s  o f  c o u r s e  n e c e s s i t a t e d  o t h e r  t i m e  c h a n g e s .
S p e a k i n g  o f  B i l l  M a d s e n ,  l e t ' s  a l l  b e  p r o u d  W i t h  h i m  o f  t h e  f a c t  t h a t  a t  t h e  B o a r d
M e e t i n g  B i l l  w i l l  r e c e i v e  a  S p e c i a l  A n n i v e r s a r y  A w a r d  o f  t h e  F r a n k  G .  B r e w e r  -
C i v i l  A i r  P a t r o l  M e m o r i a l  A e r o s p a c e  A w a r d .  B i l l ' s  l i f e l o n g  d e d i c a t i o n  t o  a v i a t i o n
i n  g e n e r a l  a n d  C i v i l  A i r  P a t r o l  i n  p a r t i c u l a r  h a s  c e r t a i n l y  f u l fi l l e d  t h e  l o f t y
c r i t e r i a  f o r  r e c o g n i t i o n  o f  t h o s e  w h o  h a v e  " c o n t r i b u t e d  m o s t ,  o n  a n  u n s e l fi s h  b a s i s
t o  t h e  a d v a n c e m e n t  o f  y o u t h  i n  a e r o s p a c e  a c t i v i t i e s . "

I  h a v e  h a d  t h e  o p p o r t u n i t y  t o  r e v i e w  a  d r a f t  o f  M e r i e ' s  c o m m i t t e e  w o r k  o n  w i n g
h i s t o r i e s  a n d  a s s u r e  y o u  i t  i s  w e l l  w o r t h w h i l e .

RECORDS ACCUMULATION

A t t a c h e d  i s  a n  u p  t o  d a t e  l i s t  o f  m a t e r i a l  w h i c h  h a s  b e e n  p r e p a r e d  f o r  o u r  a r c h i v e s .
T h e  fi r s t  3 0  i t e m s  a r e  i n  p l a c e  a t  H e a d q u a r t e r s  a n d  A F H R C  w i t h  t h e  r e m a i n i n g  a w a i t i n g
t r a n s p o r t .

PUBLISH OR PERISH

F o r  y o u r  a m u s e m e n t  m o r e  t h a n  a n y t h i n g  e l s e  a t t a c h e d  i s  a  c o p y  o f  a  s c i e n c e  fi c t i o n
s t o r y  e n t i t l e d  " T o m b  T a p p e r "  O b v i o u s l y  w r i t t e n  b y  s o m e o n e  v e r y  f a m i l i a r  w i t h  1 9 5 0 ' s



C A P  o p e r a t i o n s ,  i t  m a k e s  a n  i n t e r e s t i n g  s i d e  r e a d i n g  e x c u r s i o n  a l t h o u g h  o f  d o u b t f u l
h i s t o r i c a l  v a l u e .  T h a n k s  a r e  d u e  t o  M a r k  M a r s h  w h o  p r o v i d e d  a  c o p y  o f  t h e  m a g a z i n e .

GOALS

R e p o r t  O m i t t e d .

D I S T R I B U T I O N :

M e m b e r s  N H C
S e l e c t e d  I n d i v i d u a l s

L e s
A u g u s t  1 9 8 4



TENTATIVE AGENDA
H I S T O R I C A L S E M I N A R

CAP NATIONAL BOARD MEETING
AT L A N TA ,  G E O R G I A

4  A U G U S T  1 9 8 4
1 3 0 0 - 1 7 0 0  H O U R S

TIME
(MIN)

1 3 0 0 - 1 3 3 0

1 3 3 0 - 1 4 3 0

1 4 3 0 - 1 5 3 0

1 5 3 0 - 1 6 1 5

1 6 1 5 - 1 7 0 0

SUBJECT

I n t r o d u c t i o n  t o  C A P  H i s t o r y

H i s t o r i c a l  R e s e a r c h  a n d  W r i t i n g ,

W o r l d  W a r  I I  C A P  C o u r i e r  S e r v i c e

H i s t o r i c a l  S t u d y  o f  C A P  C o n ~ n a n d

W i n g  H i s t o r y  P r o g r a m  &  W r i t i n g

SPEAKER

H o p p e r

R a g s d a l e

Madsen

M o r s e

W a l k e r  &  S u b -
C o m m i t t e e



L I S T  O F  M AT E R I A L P R E PA R E D  F O R
AFHRC AND CAP/NA

I T E M 2 7 0 .  I N D E X  N R DESCRIPT ION PERIOD

1
2
3
4
5
6
7
8
9

i 0
11
1 2
13
14
1 5

16
1 7
1 8
19
20
21
22
2 3
24
25
26
27
28
29
30
31
32
33

3 4
3 5
3 6
3 7
38
39
4O
41
42
4 3
44
45
46
47
48
49
5O

1 6 4
1 6 4
1 6 4
7 1 2 2
7 1 2 3
7 1 2 4
7 1 2 5
7 1 2 6
9 0 1 2
9 0 1 3
9 0 1 4
9 0 1 4
9 0 1 4
9 0 1 4
9 0 1 4

9 0 3 1
313
3 1 4
3 1 5 1
3 2 7
186
1 9 3
3152
3153
0 6 1
. 1 7 1
0 5 7
75O
2 8 7 1
. 2 8 8
. 2 8 8
. 2 8 8
. 2 8 7 4
3082
. 8 0 2 1
. 8 0 2 1
. 8 0 2 1
. 8 0 2 1
. 8 0 2 1
. 8 0 2 1
. 8 0 2 1
. 3 0 8 3
. 3 1 1
. 3 1 1
. 3 11
. 3 1 1
. 3 2 6
. 3 1 1
. 3 11
. 3 1 1

P o l i c y  F i l e  N R  1
P o l i c y  F i l e  N R  2
P o l i c y  F i l e  N R  3
T r a i n i n g  D i r e c t i v e s
T r a i n i n g  M e m o r a n d u m
T r a i n i n g  C i r c u l a r
T r a i n i n g  B u l l e t i n s
T r a i n i n g  L i a i s o n  B u l l e t i n s
C o m m u n i c a t i o n s  D i r e c t i v e s
C o m m u n i c a t i o n s  M e m o r a n d u m
C o m m u n i c a t i o n s  B u l l e t i n s  V o l .  I
C o m m u n i c a t i o n s  B u l l e t i n s  V o l .  I I
C o m m u n i c a t i o n s  B u l l e t i n s  -  1 9 4 7
C o m m u n i c a t i o n s  B u l l e t i n s  -  1 9 4 8
C o m m u n i c a t i o n s  B u l l e t i n s  -  1 9 4 8

2 n d  S e r i e s
C o n fi d e n t i a l  L e t t e r s  o f  I n s t r u c t i o n
O p e r a t i o n s  D i r e c t i v e s
O p e r a t i o n s  M e m o r a n d u m
O p e r a t i o n s  C i r c u l a r s
O p e r a t i o n s  O r d e r s
G e n e r a l  M e m o r a n d u m
G e n e r a l  O r d e r s
C o a s t a l  P a t r o l  C i r c u l a r s
C - L P  C i r c u l a r s
H y s t e r i c a l  N e w s  L e t t e r s  1 9 8 3
C A P  B u l l e t i n s
F l y i n g  M i n u t e  M e n  N o t e s
A c c i d e n t  B o a r d  R e p o r t s
D u c k  C l u b
F a t a l i t i e s - A c t i v e  D u t y ,  C A P
F a t a l i t i e s - A c t i v e  D u t y
F a t a l i t i e s - S p e c i a l  S t u d y
C e r t i fi c a t e s  o f  B e l l i g e r e n c y
O p e r a t i o n s  R e p o r t s
A i r c r a f t  -  R e g i s t e r e d  O w n e r s
L i s t  o f  " A "  C l a s s i fi c a t i o n  A c f t
L i s t  o f  " A "  C l a s s i fi c a t i o n  A c f t
L i s t  o f  " A "  C l a s s i fi c a t i o n  A c f t
L i s t  o f  " A "  C l a s s i fi c a t i o n  A c f t
L i s t  o f  " A "  C l a s s i fi c a t i o n  A c f t
P a y m e n t  F i l e s - A c f t  L i s t
2 d  A F  C o u r i e r  -  M o n t h l y  R e p o r t s
2 d  A F  C o u r i e r  S v c .  -  O p e r .  C o r t e s .
2 d  A F  C o u r i e r  S v c .  -  O p e r .  C o r t e s .  1 9 4 2
2 d  A F  C o u r i e r  S v c .  -  O p e r .  C o r t e s .  1 9 4 3
2 d  A F  C o u r i e r  S v c .  -  O p e r .  C o r r e s .  1 9 4 4
2 d  A F  C o u r i e r  S v c .  -  M a p s  -  1 9 4 4
C o u r i e r  S v c .  -  V a r i o u s  C o m m a n d s
C o u r i e r  S v c .  -  S u b  D e p o t  -  1 9 4 4
C o u r i e r  S v c .  -  S u r g e o n  G e n ' l  -  U S A

0 5 / 2 1 / 4 1  -  1 2 / 2 0 / 4 5
1 9 4 6  -  1 9 4 7
1 9 4 8  -  1 9 4 8
1 9 4 2  -  1 9 4 7

0 1 / 1 0 / 4 2  -  0 4 / 1 8 / 4 3
1 0 / 1 7 / 4 4  -  1 0 / 1 7 / 4 4
0 8 / 1 8 / 4 5  -  1 2 / 2 0 / 4 6
0 5 / 1 5 / 4 6  -  0 9 / 1 7 / 4 6
1 2 / 0 8 / 4 3  -  0 7 / 0 2 / 4 4
i 1 / 2 2 / 4 3  -  1 0 / 0 3 / 4 4
1 2 / 1 6 / 4 3  -  i 1 / 3 0 / 4 4
0 1 / 1 6 / 4 5  -

1 2 / 0 1 / 4 7
0 1 / 1 5 / 4 8  -  0 9 / 0 1 / 4 8
0 9 / 1 7 / 4 8

0 4 / 1 4 / 4 2  -  0 7 / 2 2 / 4 2
0 2 / 1 2 / 4 2  -  1 0 / 2 5 / 4 4
0 2 / 2 0 / 4 2  -  0 9 / 0 1 / 4 4
0 2 / 0 1 / 4 4  -  0 4 / 2 4 / 4 4
1 1 / 3 0 / 4 2  -  0 3 / 0 7 / 4 4
1 1 / 0 3 / 4 2  -  i 0 / 3 1 / 4 4

1 9 4 2  -  1 9 5 0
1 9 4 2  -  1 9 4 3

0 4 / 0 7 / 4 3  -  1 0 / 0 1 / 4 3
5 / 8 3  -  1 2 / 8 3
1 9 4 2  -  1 9 4 6
1 9 4 1  -  1 9 4 8
1 9 4 2  -  1 9 4 4
1 9 4 2  -  1 9 4 3
1 9 4 2  -  1 9 4 7
1 8 4 2  -  1 9 4 4
8 / 4 7  -  8 / 4 7
1 9 4 2  -  1 9 4 4

0 5 / 0 8 / 4 2  -  1 1 / 3 0 / 4 5
1 0 / 2 0 / 4 1  -  l l / 1 / 4 1
0 2 / 1 9 / 4 3  -  0 2 / 2 2 / 4 3
0 4 / 0 7 / 4 3  -  0 5 / 0 4 / 4 3
0 7 / 0 7 / 4 3  -  0 9 / 1 3 / 4 3
i 0 / 0 1 / 4 3  -  1 1 / 2 9 / 4 3
1 2 / 0 1 / 4 3  -  0 2 / 1 4 / 4 4

1 9 4 3  -  1 9 4 5
i 1 / 1 6 / 4 2  -  0 2 / 1 5 / 4 4

1 9 4 3  -  1 9 4 3
0 4 / 0 3 / 4 2  -  0 1 / 0 7 / 4 3
1 2 / 2 2 / 4 2  -  1 1 / 1 6 / 4 3
0 3 / 1 2 / 4 3  -  0 3 / 1 0 / 4 4

1 9 4 4  -  1 9 4 4
0 6 / 0 1 / 4 3  -  0 3 / 1 8 / 4 4
1 1 / 2 5 / 4 2  -  0 4 / 0 1 / 4 4
0 4 / 2 7 / 4 3  -  0 8 / 0 2 / 4 3



51
5 2
5 3
54
55
56

5 7
58
59
6O
61
62
63
64
65
66

6 7
6 8
69
7O
71
72
7 3
7 4
75
76
7 7
78
79
80
81
82
83
84
85
86
87
88
8 9
9O
91
92
9 3
9 4
95
96
97
9 8
99

i 0 0
i 0 1
1 0 2
1 0 3
1 0 4
1 0 5

2 7 0 . 1 9 4
2 7 0 . 1 9 4
2 7 0 .  1 9 4
2 7 0 . 1 9 4
2 7 0 .  1 9 4
2 7 0 . 1 9 4
2 7 0 . 1 9 4
2 7 0 . 1 9 4
2 7 0 . 1 9 4
2 7 0 . 1 9 4
2 7 0 . 1 9 4
2 7 0 . 1 9 4
2 7 0 . 1 9 4
2 7 0 . 1 9 4
2 7 0 . 1 9 4
2 7 0 . 1 9 4
2 7 0 . 1 9 4
2 7 0 . 1 9 4
2 7 0 . 1 9 4
2 7 0 . 1 9 4
2 7 0 . 1 9 4
2 7 0 . 1 9 4
2 7 0 . 1 9 4
2 7 0 . 1 9 4
2 7 0 .  1 9 4
. 1 9 4
. 3 11
. 3 2 7
. 3 1 1
. 3 1 1
. 3 11
. 3 1 1
. 3 2 7
. 3 2 7
. 3 1 1
. 3 11
. 3 11
. 3 7 1
. 3 1 1
. 3 1 1
. 3 1 1
. 3 11
. 3 11
. 3 1 1
. 3 1 1
. 3 1 1
. 3 11
. 3 11
. 3 1 1
. 3 1 0
. 3 1 0
. 3 1 2
. 3 1 2
. 3 3 1
. 3 3 1

S p e c i a l  O r d e r  ( O C D ) ,  1 9 4 2 ,  5 0 - 1 1 1
S p e c i a l  O r d e r  ( O C D ) ,  1 9 4 2 ,  1 1 2 - 1 3 4
S p e c i a l  O r d e r  ( O C D ) ,  1 9 4 2 ,  1 3 5 - 1 5 3
S p e c i a l  O r d e r  ( O C D ) ,  1 9 4 2 ,  1 5 4 - 3 3 1
S p e c i a l  O r d e r  ( O C D ) ,  1 9 4 2 ,  3 3 4 - 3 6 5
S p e c i a l  O r d e r  ( O C D ) ,  1 9 4 3 ,  2 - 4 6
S p e c i a l  O r d e r  ( O C D ) ,  1 9 4 3 ,  4 7 - 8 2
S p e c i a l  O r d e r  ( O C D ) ,  1 9 4 3 ,  8 3 - 1 2 0
S p e c i a l  O r d e r ( O C D ) , C A P  1 2 1 - 1 5 1
S p e c i a l  O r d e r ( C A P ) , 1 5 2 - 2 4 9
S p e c i a l  O r d e r  ( C A P )  , 2 5 2 - 3 6 5
S p e c i a l  O r d e r  ~ A P ) , 1 9 4 4 ,  7 5 - 1 3 0

0 5 / 1 2 / 4 2  -  0 9 / i 0 / . % ~
0 9 / 1 1 / 4 2  1 0 / 0 7 / 4 L r
1 0 / 0 8 / 4 2  -  1 0 / 2 9 / 4 2
1 0 / 3 0 / 4 2  -  1 1 / 2 7 / 4 2
1 1 / 3 0 / 4 2  -  1 2 / 3 1 / 4 2
0 1 / 0 2 / 4 3  -  0 2 / 1 5 / 4 3
0 2 / 1 6 / 4 3  -  0 3 / 2 3 / 4 3
0 3 / 2 4 / 4 3  -  0 4 / 3 0 / 4 3
0 5 / 0 1 / 4 3  -  0 5 / 0 3 / 4 3
0 6 / 0 1 / 4 3  -  0 9 / 0 6 / 4 3
0 9 / 0 9 / 4 3  -  1 2 / 3 1 / 4 3
0 3 / 1 5 / 4 4  -  0 5 / 0 9 / 4 4

S p e c i a l  O r d e r ( C A P ) ,  3 2 d  A A F B U ,  1 9 4 4 ,  1 3 0 - 2 6 3  0 5 / 0 9 / 4 4  -  1 1 / 2 8 / 4 4
S p e c i a l  O r d e r ( 3 2 d .  A A F B U ) ,  1 9 4 4 ,  2 3 5 - 2 6 5
S p e c i a l  O r d e r ( 3 2 d  A A F B U ) ,  1 9 4 4 ,  2 6 6 - 2 7 4
S p e c i a l  O r d e r  ( 3 2 d  A A F B U ) ,  1 9 4 4 ,  2 7 5 - 2 8 7
S p e c i a l  O r d e r ( 3 2 d  A A F B U ) ,  1 9 4 5 ,  I - I 0
S p e c i a l  0 r d e r ( 3 2 d  A A F B U ) ,  1 9 4 5 ,  1 1 - 1 9
S p e c i a l  O r d e r  ( 3 2 d  A A F B ~ ,  1 9 4 5 ,  2 0 - 2 8
S p e c i a l  0 r d e r ( 3 2 d  A A F B U ) ,  1 9 4 5 ,  2 9 - 3 4
S p e c i a l  O r d e r ( 3 2 d  A A F B U ) ,  1 9 4 5 ,  3 5 - 4 9
S p e c i a l  O r d e r  ( 3 2 d  A A F B U ) ,  1 9 4 5 ,  5 0 - 5 5
S p e c i a l  O r d e r ( 3 2 d  A A F B U ~  1 9 4 5 ,  5 6 - 6 3
S p e c i a l  O r d e r  ( 3 2 d  A A F B U ) ,  1 9 4 5 ,  6 4 - 7 4
S p e c i a l  O r d e r ( 3 2 d  A A F B U ) ,  1 9 4 5 ,  7 5 - 8 1
S p e c i a l  O r d e r , ( 3 2 d  A A F B U ) ,  1 9 4 5  8 2 - 9 2
C o u r i e r  S v c .  -  O p e r .  C o r r e s . ,  1 9 4 2
C o u r i e r  S v c .  -  O r g .  &  O p e r .  M a n u a l
C o u r i e r  S v c .  -  O p e r .  C o r t e s . ,  1 9 4 3
C o u r l e r  S v c .  -  O p e r .  C o r t e s . ,  1 9 4 4
C o u r i e r  S v c .  -  O p e r .  C o r r e s . ,  W i n g  F i l e s
C o u r i e r  -  G e n e r a l  C o r r e s . ,  1 9 4 4
C o u r i e r  S v c .  -  G e n e r a l
I n d u s t .  C o u r i e r  S t a .  A u t h .  F i l e
I n d u s t .  C o u r i e r  -  O p e r .  C o r r e s .
A s s o r t e d  V o u c h e r s  -  O p e r .
A i r  S e r v i c e  -  S u b  D e p o t
C o u r i e r  S e r v i c e  -  V a r i o u s  C m d s - S u m m a r i e s
C o u r i e r  I l l  F i g h t e r  C m d  -  F l i g h t s
I I I  F i g h t e r  C m d  -  G r d  O b s .  N e t w .
A i r  S v c .  C m d .  -  S u b  D e p o t ,  A c f t .  &  P e r s .
F o r e s t  P a t r o l - O p e r .  C o r r e s .  1 9 4 2
F o r e s t  P a t r o l - O p e r .  C o r r e s .  1 9 4 3
F o r e s t  P a t r o l - O p e r .  C o r r e s .  1 9 4 4
T o w  T a r g e t  -  O p e r .  C o r r e s .  1 9 4 2
T o w  T a r g e t  -  O p e r .  C o r r e s .  1 9 4 3
T o w  T a r g e t  -  O p e r .  C o r r e s .  1 9 4 4
T o w  T a r f e t  -  O p e r .  C o r t e s .  1 9 4 5
L i a i s o n  P a t r o l  -  O p e r .  C o r r e s .  4 2 - 4 4
L i a i s o n  P a t r o l  -  S u r v e y
L i a i s o n  P a t r o l  -  S u r v e y
L i a z s o n  P a t r o l  -  W e e k l y  I n s t r u c t i e n s
L i a i s o n  P a t r o l  -  S c h e d u l e s
L i a i s o n  P a t r o l  -  S p e c i a l  R e p o r t s
L z a l s o n  P a t r o l  -  W o r k s h e e t  R e p o r t s

0 8 / 2 4 / 4 4  -  1 2 / 0 1 / 4 4
1 2 / 0 2 / 4 4  -  1 2 / 1 2 / 4 4
1 2 / 1 3 / 4 4  -  1 2 / 3 0 / 4 4
0 1 / 0 1 / 4 5  -  0 1 / i 1 / 4 5
0 1 / 1 2 / 4 5  -  0 1 / 2 2 / 4 5
0 1 / 2 3 / 4 5  -  0 2 / 0 1 / 4 5
0 2 / 0 2 / 4 5  -  0 2 / 0 9 / 4 5
0 2 / 1 0 / 4 5  -  0 3 / 0 1 / 4 5
0 3 / 0 2 / 4 5  -  0 3 / 0 9 / 4 5
0 3 / 0 9 / 4 5  -  0 3 / 1 9 / 4 5
0 3 / 2 1 / 4 5  -  0 4 / 0 3 / 4 5
0 4 / 0 4 / 4 5  -  0 4 / 1 1 / 4 5
0 4 / 1 2 / 4 5  -  0 4 / 2 7 / 4 =
0 8 / 1 2 / 4 2  -  i 0 / 1 4 / ~

1 9 4 2  -  1 9 4 2
0 9 / 2 7 / 4 3  -  0 9 / 2 7 / 4 3
0 1 / 0 6 / 4 4  -  0 4 / 1 4 / 4 4

1 9 4 2  -  1 9 4 2
1 9 4 2  -  1 9 4 4

1 1 / 2 7 / 4 2  -  0 1 / 0 1 / 4 4
0 3 / 2 3 / 4 3  -  1 1 / 0 2 / 4 3
1 2 / 0 9 / 4 2  -  0 9 / 0 7 / 4 3

2 / 4 3  -  4 / 4 3
1 1 / 2 7 / 4 2  -  0 4 / 1 9 / 4 3

1 9 4 3  -  1 9 4 4
0 7 / 0 2 / 4 2  -  0 6 / 0 9 / 4 3
0 6 / 0 1 / 4 3  -  0 8 / 0 2 / 4 3
0 1 / 1 6 / 4 2  -  1 1 / 1 6 / 4 2
0 2 / 1 9 / 4 2  -  0 7 / 0 2 / 4 2
0 3 / 3 0 / 4 3  -  0 7 / 2 8 / 4 3

1 9 4 4  -  1 9 4 4
1 1 / 1 0 / 4 2  -  1 1 / 1 0 / 4 2
1 0 / 1 4 / 4 3  -  1 2 / 2 3 / 4 3
0 1 / 0 8 / 4 4  -  0 8 / 2 4 / 4 4
0 1 / 1 1 / 4 5  -  0 6 / 2 1 / 4 5
0 9 / 2 3 / 4 2  -  0 6 / 1 5 / 4 4

9 / 4 3  -  9 / 4 3
0 9 / 2 1 / 4 2  -  0 9 / 2 1 / 4 2
0 1 / 0 4 / 4 3  -  0 2 / 2 0 / ~
0 2 / 0 6 / 4 4  0 2 / i i / ~
1 1 / 1 0 / 4 2  -  1 0 / 0 4 / 4 3

0 1 / 4 3  -  0 4 / 4 4
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TOMB TAPPER
The (Hdcal cgbernet~ control device ~ capable of car-
ruing out explicit, logical instructions. Present ones are
huge, massive, expensive, and nol very reliable. If you're
practical enough, lherc~ a much cheaper substitute ...

BY JAMES BLISH
The  d i s tam g la re  o f  t t a :  a tom ic

¢xl i lu~ioJl  had aheady faded f to ln
t h e  s k y  a s  M , I ) o u u u u h  s  c a r
whirred away f rn ln Ihc blacked out
t o w n  o f  P o r t  J ~ r v i s  a n d  U J r u e d
nor th .  He  was  mak ing  fi f t y  m .p .h .

8 2

on  U .S  l l ou tc  209  us ing  no  l i gh ts
but his l,arkers, and if a deer should
bolt across the road ahead of him
he would never see it until the im-
pact It was hard a~ough to see the
road.

. .STOUNDING SCIENCE FIC' i ' ION

l l l u s l r m e d  b y  v a n  D o n g e n

But he was thinking, not for the
first time, of the old joke about the
men who tapped train wheels.

He had been doing it, so the story
 ran, for thirty years On every work-
ing day he would go up and down
both sides of every locomotive that
pulled into the yards and hit the
wheels with a hammer: first the
drivers, then the trucks Each time,
he would co~k his head, as though
listening for something in the sound.
On the day of his retirement, he
was given a magnificent dinner, as
befitted a man with long seniority
in the Brotherhood of Railway
Trainmen--and somebody stopped
Io ask hbn what he had been tap-
ping for all those years.

He had cocked his head as though
TOMB TAPPER

t

listening for
dendy nothing .¢1m¢~:''I
know," bq sai~l.

That's me, McDoaough thought..
[ tap tombs, not trains, lklt
am 1 listening for?

The speedometer said he was clos¢
to the turnoff for the airport, and
he pulled the dimmers oa. There
it was. There was at first nothing
to be seen, as the headlights swept 2'."
along the dirt road, but a wall oi
darkness deep as all night, faintly
edged at the east by the low dome¢]
hills of the Neversink Valley. Thin r

another pair of lights snaH~ed ~1
behind him, on the main highway,
and came jolting after McDonough's
car, clear and sharp in the dg.
clouds he had raised.

He swung the car to a stop beside
the airport fence and killed the
lights; the other car followed. . In
the renewed blackness the faint
traces of dawn on the hills w¢~
wiped out, as though the whole uni-
verse had b~en set back an hour.
Then the yellow eye of a flashlight ~ s
opened in the window of the other
car and stated into his.face

He opened the door. "Martin-
son ?" he said tentatively.

"Right here," the adjutant's voice
said Tlae flashlight's oval spoor
swung to the ground. "Anybody else
with. you?"

"No. You?"
"No. Go ahead and get your ",

equipment out. HI open up the
shack."

The oval spot of light bobbed'
across the parking area and came to

8 3



uneasy rest on the combination pad-
lock which held the door of the
operations shack secure. McDenough
flipped the dome l ight of his car
on long enough to locate the canvas
sling which held the components
of his electroencephalograph, and
eased the sling out onto the sand.

He had just slammed the car door
and taken up the burden when little
chinks of light sprang into being in
the blind windows of the shack. At
the same time, cars came droning
out onto the field from the opposite
side, four of them, each with i ts
wide-spaced unbl inking sl i ts of
paired parking lights, and ranked
themselves on either side of the
landing strip. It would be dawn be-
fore long, but i f  the planes were
ready to go before dawn, tile cars
cou ld  l igh t  the  s t r ip  w i th  the i r
brights.

We're fast, blcDonough thought,
with brief pride. Even the Air Force
thinks the Civil Air Patrol is just a
bunch of amateurs, but we can put
a mission in the air ahead of any
other CAP squadron in this COUrtly,
We can stranthJe,

Hc gas Sorting his night vision
b a c k  n u w,  a n d  a  q . k k  g l a n c e
showed him thlt the wlndsotk was
flowing stlaiglu out above the bl.uk,
sgcnt h.lga~ aS.liltS[ the pearly fal*c
dawn. Ahlil, the stars were paling
without , t i l t '  4 . JuL id .d i n l l n i l lS ,  o r  cve l I
mu~h twinkl ing. "] 'hc wiud was
steady north up Ihc valley; ideal /ly-
ing weather.

Small Itmlpy iigures wcrc running
across the field from the parked cars
84

toward the shack. The squadron was
scrambling.

"Mac!" Martinson shouted from
inside the shack. "Where are you?
Get  your  junk  in  here  and get
started!"

McDonough slipped inside the
door, and swung his EEG compo-
nents onto the chart table Light
was pouring into the briefing room
from the tiny effete, do=ling after
the long darkness. In the briefing
room the radio blinked a tiny red
eye, but the squadron's communica-
tions officer hadn't yet arrived to
answer it. In the office, Martinson's
voice rumbled softly, urgently, and
the phone gave him hack thin un-
intelligible noises, like an unteach-
able parakeet.

Then, suddenly, the adjutant ap-
peared at the office door and peered
at  McDunough.  "What  are  you
wait ing for?" he said. "Get that
mind reader of yours into the Cub
on the double."

"What's wrong with the Aeronca?
It's faster."

"Water in the gas; she ices up.
\Vc'll have to drain the tank. This
is a hell of a time to argue." Mar-
tinson jerked open tile squealing
door whkll opened into the hangar,
h is  hand grop iug fo r  the  l igh t
switch. MtDonough followed him,
suppor t ing  h is  s l ing  w i th  both
!lands? his dhows together. Nothing
is quae so ~omcmratedly heavy as
an c]ettronif,; thassls wgh a trans-
Cornier nluunled oo it, and four of
them make a back-wrenching load.

The ediutant was already hauling
ASTOUNDING SCIENCE FICTION

the servicing platform across the
concrete floor to the cowling of the
Piper Cub. "Get your stuff set," he
said. "I'll fueI her up and check the

- oil."
"All right. Doesn't look like she

needs much gas."          L
"Don ' t  you ever  s top ta lk in '?

Let's move Y'
McDonough lowered his load to

the cold floor beside the plane's
cabin, feeling It brief gash of re-
sentment, In daily life Martinson
was a job printer who couldn't, and
didn't, give orders to anybody, not
even his wife. Well ,  those were
usually the boys who let rank go
to their heads, even in a volunteer
outfit. He got to work.

Voices sounded from the shack,
and then Andy Persons, the com-
manding o~cer, came bounding over
the sill, followed by two sleepy-eyed
cadets. "What's up?" "he shouted.
"That you, Martinsoa?"

"It's me. One of you cadets, pass
me up that can. Andy, get the doors
open, hey? There's a Russki bomber
down north of us, somewhere near
Howells. Part of a flight that was
making a run on Schenectady."

"Did they get i t?"
"No, they overshot, way over-

took out Kingston instead. Stewart
Field hit them just as they turned
to regroup, and knocked this baby
down on the first pass. We're sup
po~ed to---"

The re~t of the adjutanrs reply
was lost in a growing, echoing roar,
as though they were all standing

T O M B  T A P P E R

 undemea~, vast tma~,ove
aUithe railroad
were ctmsing at once. The, I
four-foot organ-reeds of jell

blown in the nig/~t
alive the finld--~tttother
pack, come from Stewaa
avenge the hy&ogea agony ll~
been Kingston.

His head still inside trio
greenhouse, "McDonough
transfixed. Like most CAP
he was too old to bo a jet pil~..
reflexes too slow, his eyesight too

'far over the line, hilt bdly muscJm
too sof t  to  take the  five-g tau l i~ .
tums~ but now and
about what it might be like to J
one o f  flame fly ing
cruising, at six hundred miles
hour before i thin black wake ~.-t
ker~ene fumes, or being followed
along the ground at top slmed b~.; !
the double wave-freer of the "so.
personk bang." It was i ndole n0-,~
t i o n ,  u l m ~ t  a s  fi n e  a s  t h a t  o f !
piloting the one-roan Niagara ~7:
power that was a reeker fighter.

The noise grew until it seemed
certain that the invisible jets weze
going to bullet directly through tim
hangar, and then dimmed gradually.

"The usual orders?" Perseus
shouted up from under the declin-
ing roar. "'Find the plane, pump the
l ive survivors, pick the corpses'  ' i
brains? Who else is up?"

"Nobody," Martinson said, com-
ing down f rom the ladder  and
h a u l i n g  i t  c l e a r  o f  t h e  p l a n e .
"Middletown squadron's de-activat-
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ed; Montgomery hasn't got a plane;
Newburgh hasn't got a field,*'

"Warwick has Group's L-16~"
"They snapped the undercarriage

off i t  last week," Mart inson said
with gloomy satisfaction. "It's our
baby, as usual. Mac, you got your
~ghou[-tc~ls all set in there?"

"In a minute," McDonough said.
He was already wearing the Walter
goggles, pushed back up on his hel-
met, and the detector, amplifier and
power pack of the EEG were secure
in their frames on the platform be-
hind the Cub's rear seat. The "hair
nct"--the flexible network of dec-
trodcs wbich he would jam on the
head of any dead man whose head
had survived the bomber craslx--
was connected to them and hung in
its clips under tire scat, the leads
strung to avoid fouling the plane's
exposed control cables Nothing re-
i m a i n e d  t o  d o  n o w  h u t  t o  s e c u r e  t h e
frequency analyzer, which was tbe
heaviest of the units and had to be
bolted down just forward of the rear
joystick so that its weight would not
shift in flight. If the apparatus didn't
have to be collimated after every
fight, it could be left in the plane--
but it did. and that was that.

"O.K.," he said, pugiug his bead
out of the greenhouse Fie was trem-
bllng slightly. These tomb-tapping
expeditious were hard on the nerves.
No matter bow mu.h trainlng in the
art of reading a dead mind you may
have had. the actual experlcnce is
different, and cannot be duplicated
from the long-stored corpses of the
t~6 (

laboratory. The newly-dead brain is
an inferno, almost by definition.

"Good," Persons said. "Martin-
son, you'll pilot. Mac, keep on the
air; we're going to refuel the Airo-
knocker and get it up by ten o'clock
if we can. In any case we'll feed
you any spottings we get fronl the
Air Force as fast as they come in.
Martinson, refuel at Montgomery if
you have to; don't waste tlmc com-
ing back here. Got it?"

"Roger," Martinson said, scram-
bling into the front seat and buck-
ling his safety belt. McDonough put
his foot hastily into the stirrup and
swung into the back seat.

"Cadets!" Persons said. "Pul l
chochs! Roll 'er!"

Characteristically, Persons himself
did Ihe heavy work of lifting and
swinging the tail. The Cub bumped
off the apron and out on the grass
into the brightening,morning.

"Switch off[" the cadet at the nose
called. "Gas[ Brakes!"

"Switch off. brakes," Martinson
called back. "Mac, where to? Got
any ideas?'*

While McDonongh thought about
it. the cadet pugcd the prop back-
wards through four turns. "Brakes[
Contact !"

"Let's try up around the Otisville
tunneL If they were knocked clown
over Howclls, they stood a good
chance to wind up on the side of
that Inountaifl,*'

Martinson nodded and reached a
gloved hand over his head. "Con-
tactL" he shouted, and turned the
switch. The cadet swung the prop,
A S T O I J N D I b I G  S C I g N C B  F I C T I O N

and the engine barked and roared;
at McDonougb's left, the duplicate
throtile slid forward slightly as the
pilot "'caught" the engine. McDon-
ough buttoned up the cabin, and
then the plane began to roll toward
the far, dim edge of the grassy field.

The sky got brighter. They were
off again, to tap on another man's
tomb, and ask of the dim voice in-
side it what memories it had left
unspoken when it had died.

The Civil Air Patrol is, and has
been since 1941, an auxiliary of the
United States Air YoKe, active in
coastal patrol and in air-sea rescue
work. By 1954--when its ranks to-
talod more than eighty thousand men
and women, about fifteen thousand
of them l icensed pi lots--the Air
Force had nerved itself up to des-
ignating CAP as its Air Intelligence
arm, with the iob of locating downed
enemy planes and radioing back th-
formation of military importance.

Aerial search is primarily the task
of planes which can fly low and
s low.  A i r  In te l l igence requ i res
speed, since the kind of tactical in-
formation an enemy wreck may offer
can grow cold within a few hours.
The CAP's planes, most of them
single-engine, private-flying models.
had already been proven ideal aerial
search instruments; the CAP's radio
net, with its more than seventy-five
hundred fixed, mobile and airborne
stations, was more than fast enough
to get information to wherever it
was needed while it was still hot.

But the expected enemy, after all,
T O M B  T A P P E R

was Russia; and how many c v ~

navigate or operate, radio trtmmalt- F , ~ > ~
ter, could ask anyone an intelligent

. " i ! I

question in Russian, let alone trader-
i istand the answer?

It was the astonishingly rapid de- ..i:>
velopment of electrical methods for .'
probing the brain which provided
the answer--in particuhr the de- '  ivelopment, in the late fift ies, of
flicher-stimulus aimed at the visual
memory. Abruptly. EEG technicians
no longer needed to use language at
al l  to probe the brain for visual L
images, and read them; they did
not even need to know how tbelt
apparatus worked, let alone the
brain. A few moments of flicht l '
into the subject's eyes, on a fro- ~
quency chosen from ,i table, and
the images would come swarming
into the operator's toposcope goggles
--the frequency chosen without the
slightest basic knowledge of eltylro-
physiology, as a woman choosing an
ingredient froth a cookbook is ignor-
ant  o f  and ind lfierent  to - - '4hc
chemistry involved in the choice.

It was that engineering discovery
which put tomb-tappers into the back
seats of the CAP's Pen-putts when
the war finally began--for the im-
ages in the toposcope goggles did
not stop when the brain died.

The world at dawn. as McDon-
ough saw it from three thousand
feet. was a world of long sculptured
shadows, almost as motionless and
three-dimenslonal as a lunar land-
scape near the daylight terminator.
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~lTae air was very quiet, and the Cub
droned as gently through the blue
haze as any bee, gaining altitude
above the fidd in a series of wide
climbing turns. At the last turn the
plane wheeled south over a farm
owned by someone Martinsoa knew.
a man already tumlng his acres from
the seat of his tractor, and Martin-
son waggled the plane's wings at
him and got back a wave like the
quivering of an insect's antenna. It
was all deceptively normah

Then the horizon dipped below
the Cub's nose again and Martinsou
was climbing out of the valley. A
lake passed below them, spotted with
islands, and with the brown ber-

"racks of Camp Cejwin, once a chil-
dren's summer camp hut now full
of sleeping soldiers. Marimsou con-
tinued south, skirting Port Jervis.
until McDonough was able to pick
up the main line of the Erie Rail-
road, going northeast toward Otis-
:ville and Howells. The mountain
theough which the Otisville tunnel
xan was already visible as a smoky
hulk to the far left of the dawn.

McDonough turned on the radio,
which responded with a thythmkM
sputtering; the Cub's eng/ne was not
adequately ~hlelded. In the beck-
ground, the C.O.'s voice was calling
them: "Huguenot to L4. Huguenot
to L-4.*'

"L-4 here. We read yon. An@.
We're heading toward Otisville.
Smooth as glass up here. Nothing
to report yet,"

"We read you we.~k but clear.
We're dumping the gas in the A/to-
8 8

~noc~er crackle ground. We'll fol.
rising up its nea¢~ side. as though"low as fast as possible. No new A~'
the whole forest were smdderinBspottlngs yet. If crackl6 call us right sullenly there. - -  .away. Over." no Lra~ due uptil t2ae IB, rie!.j']~Martinsou turned his head and which didn't alo.p.~ Otisvl]~,|"L-4 to Huguenot. Lost the hst
leaned it beck to funk out of the how, -sentence, Andy. Cylinder static. Lost corner of one eye at the bark seat, He thumpedthe last sentence. Please ~ed it
hat McDouough shook his head. sbouldcr. 'I~ adjutantback." There was no chance at all that the head beck and abouted. "g~l~'~..~:"All right, Mac. If you see the crashed bumbat could be oa this " ,lhak, nght. Something ~ ~: ibomber, crackle right away. Got it? side of that heavy-shouldered mass atomzd tl~ Olisvil/e statiO~If you see crackle~ call us rig/it away. of rock.Go t? Over." down a bit." . :,, Martinson shrugged and eased the The ad.kaant .ietked ~tt the ;Got tt, Andy. L-4 to Huguenot,
stick back. The plane bored up into huretor.heat toggle and ~ |over and out."

, the sky, past four thousand feet, past the thtl~e. The platte, ,~Over and out.
four thousand, five hundred. Lake into a long, whistlingThe railroad embankment below Hawthorne passed under the Cub's the raikoad right of wa~,. ,t ~ ,them went around a wide arc and fat little tires, an irregular sapphire "Can't go too low hct~" ll~i~separated deceptively into two. One set in the pommel of the mountain. "If we get aught inof the lines had been pulled up years i The altimeter crept slowly past five We'll get slammed, jback, hut the marks of the long-ago thottsand feet; Martthson was taking mountain," ~., ,. ,stacked and burned ties still striped no chances on being caught in the "I knov~ that. Go m abum;fom.the gravel bed, and it would have down&aft on the other side o/ the miles and make aa ~ ,~been impossible for a stranger to hill. At six thousand, he edged thetell from the air whether or not throttle beck and leveled g peer- draft. ] want to sethere were any rails running over ins back throug/~ the plegigla~, down tJhr~."those marks; terrain from the air

But there was no sign oLany Mattimoa shrugged and opo~d *can be deceptive unless you knaw
wreck (xa that side of t~e motmtahl, the thro~e again, The CubddaVistwhat it is supposed to look like, either.rather than what it does look like, for altitude, then made a half.turn

over Howdis for the bogus .bruitingMartinson, however, knew as wel/
Puzzled, McDonough forced up ram. ~ -as McDonongh whkh of the two the top cabin gap on the right side The plane wont into normal glid~rail spurs was tile discontinued one,

and banked the Cub in a gende buttoned it into place against the and McDonough craned his neck.
climbing turn toward the mountain, bUBeting slipstream, and thrust his In a few moments he was able to

Tile rectangular acres wheeled head out into the tearing gale. There see what bed happened down bo.
slowly and solcmnly below them, ~¢as nothing In see on the ground, low. The mountain from this side
brindled with tiny cows as melton, oS~rat~ehtc id;V~rn'°I lthe lenife-edge brow war steep and sharp; a wounded
less as toys, After a while the decry" - n whtch ~ radtoad ~J~inher con dn t possib y &ave hoped
live spur-line turned sharply east ~

~racgs emerged again drifted slow " dear it At ni h "t~a ,  ' .   ~ d ?  . g tou the other
into a woolIy green woods attd nt",¢ ii ' ."y from the Cubs tad, lUSt the mouth of the ,railroad
came out again. The motmlain gag ~ men farther on was the matchbox tunnel was marked on all thix'~ sidca.~hich was the OtiaviUe.siding shack, by the lights of the station: mi tho "$larger, the morning ground hi~ Asort of shaking of~epper arotmd left, the neon sign of the tavern "~iASTOUZ, IDING 8ClJgNOB ~IC
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'which stood on the brow of the cliff
i n  O t i s v i l l e  ( " P o p .  3 , O ~ H i g h
*tad Healthy"), and on the right by
the Erie's own signal standard.
Radar would have shown the rest:
the long regular path of the em-
bankment leading directly into that
cul-de-sac of lights, the beetling
mass of contours which was t i le
~aountain. All these signs would
mean "tunnel" in any language.

And the bomber pilot had taken
the longest of all possible chances:
to come down gl iding along the
right of way, in the hope of shoot-
ing his fuselage cleanly into that
tunnel, leaving behind his wings
with their dangerous engines and
fuel tanks. It was absolutely insane,
but that was what he }lad done.

And, miracle of mirades, he had

made it. McDonough could see the
wings now, buttered into two-di-
mensional profiles over the two
pilasters of the tunnel. They had hit
with such force that the fuel in
them must have been vaporized in-
stantly; at least, there was no slga
of a fire. And no sign of a fuselage,
either.

The bomber's body was inside the _
mountain, probably halfway or mote
down the tunnel's one-mile length.
I t  was inconceivable that there
could be anything intelligible left
of it; but wheFe one miracle has
happened, two are possible.

No wonder the l i t t le Otlsvi l le
station was peppered over with the
specks of wondering people.

"L-4 to Huguenot. L-4 to Hugue-
not. Andy, are you there?"
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"We read you, "Mac. Go ahead."
"We've found your bomber. W=

in the Otisville tunnel. Over."
"Crackle to L-4. You've lint Four

mind."
"That's where it is, all the same.

We're going to try to make st land-
ing. Send us a team as soon as you
car t ,  Out , ' *

"Huguenot to L-4. Don't  be a
crackle idiot, Mac you can't land
there . "

"Out , "  McDoaough sa id .  He
pounded Martlnson's shoulder and
gestured urgently downward.

"You want to land?" Martinson
said. "Why didn't you say so? We'll
never get down on a shallow glide
like this." He cleared the engine
with a ~rief burp on the throttle,
pulled the Cub up into a sharp stall,
and slld off on one wing. The whole
world began to spin giddily.

Martinson was losing altitude.
McDonough closed his eyes and
hung onto his back teeth.

Margnson's drastic piloting got
them down to a rough landing, on
the wheels, on the road leading to
the Otisville station, slightly under
a mile away from the mountain.
They taxied the rest of the way. The
crowd left the mouth of the tunnel
to cluster around the airplane the
moment it had come to a stop. but
a few moments' questioning con-
vinced McDonough that the Otlsvil-
lc~ans knew very little. Some of them
had heard "a turfible noise" in the
early morning, and with the first
light had discovered the bright metal
T O M B  T A P P E R
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axetiag the sldm d fftt l
there lu~ta't I~a my la~., ~-
nobody heard amy soundshmael. You couldn't see ~h

md of it, though. ,Somethia
blocking it.

"The signal's red on this
McDonough said thoughtfu~
he helped the adjutant tie th
down. "You used to run the
board for the Erie in Port,
yOu, Marry? If you were to pbooe
the station master there, agaybe .~
could o*et him to throw a ~
the other end of the tunnd." : :~

"If there's wreckage
block will be

"Sure. But we've g~
t h e i r .  I  d o n ' t  w a n t  t h e  N ~ ' ~ '
piling in after us."  '  "JC~

Martinson unaided, sad weatq~i:"
side the railroad station.
ough looked around. 'I
usx t~ ,  a
Peaked off the tracks on I
side of the embankment. Maayam'l,;
ing  hands he lped ~  se t  i t  ~  t~
right of way, and several huski¢~
got the one-lung engha¢ started f~ 
him. Getting his own apparatm
of the plane and onto the trudr,,
however, was a job for which he
refused all aid. The stuff was jtm
too delicate, for all its weight, to
be allqwed in the hands of hymen
---and never mind that McDoaough
himself was almost as much of 
layman in oeurophysiology as they
were; he at least knew the collimat.
ing tables and the cooJdmok.

"O.K.," Marfiason said,' rqo~mng
them. "Tunnel's blocked at
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ends. l talked to Ralph at the dis-
patcbor's; he was steaming--says
he's lost four tr~ns already, and
another due in from Buffalo in forty-
four minutes. We cried a little about
it. Do we go now?"

"Right now."
Martinson drew his automatic and

squatted down on the front of the
truck. The little car growled and
crawled toward the tunnel. The spec-
tators murmured and thook their
heads knowingly.

Inside the tunnel it was as dark
as always, and cold, with a damp
chili which struck throuflh McDon-
ough's flight jacket and dungarees.
The air was still, and in addition to
its musty smell it had a peculiar
metallic stench. Thus far, ho~vever,
there was none of the smell of fuel
or of combustion products which
McOonough had expected. He found
suddenly that he was trembling
again, although he did not really
believe that the EEG would be
needed.

"Did you notice those wings?"
Martinson said suddenly, just loud
enough to be heard above the pop-
ping of the motor. The echces dis-
torted his voice ahnost beyond rec-
ognition.

"Notice them? What about
them?"

"Too short to be bomber wings.
Also, no engines."

McOonough swore silently. To
have failed to noti,e a dctail as gross
as that was a Sure sign that he was
even more ffighlencd than he had
thouflht. "Anything else?"
9 2

"Well, I don't think they were
aluminum; too tough. Titanium,
maybe, or stainless steel. What have
we got in here, anyhow? You finow
the Russkies cooldn't get a fighter
this far."

There was no arguing thaL
There was no answering the ques-
llon, eitberInot yet.

McDnnongh unhooked the torch
from his belt. Behind them, the
white aperture of the tunnel's mouth
looked no bigger than a nickel, and
the twin bright lines of the rails
looked forty miles long. Ahead, the
flashlight revealed nothing but the
slimy walls of the tunnel, coated
with soot.

And then there was a fugitive
bluish gleam. McDonough set the
motor beck down as fa[ as it would
go. The truck crawled painfully
through the stifling blackness. The
thudding of the engine was painful,
as though his own heart were trying
to move the heavy platform.

The gleam came closer. Nothing
moved around it. It was metal, re-
flecting the light from his torch.
Martinson lit his own and brought
it into play.

The truck stopped, and there was
shsnlute silence except for the tick-
ing of water on the floor of the
tunnel

"It's a rocket," Martinson whis-
pered. His torch roved over the skin took a deep breath, and bel-
ridiculously inadequate tail empen" owed at the top of his voice:
nage facing them. It was badly

~
'Hey in there! Open up!", .  e fcrumpled In fair shape, cons d It took a long time for the echoes

lag. At the clip he was going, he to die away. McDoaough was purl-
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must have sl~nmed back and forth lined" wi~h
like an alarm clapper." ., thee ,

Cautiously they got off the track voices could have b;.-cn
and prowled around the gleaming, Finally, bowler, the
badly dented spindle. There were back. "  ~ "
clean shears where the wings had "So ha's dead," Mattins~l said
been, bat the stubs still remained, practically. "I'll bet even his
as though the metal itself had given bones are beoken, every
to the impact before the joints could. Mac, stick laxtr hair net in th¢~ i"
That meant welded coastructinn and see if you can pick up atly. .
throughout, McDonough remem- thing."
bered vaguely. The vessel rested "N-not a chance. I can't get anl'-
now roughly in the center of the thing unless the clectsodes are a6-
tunnel, and the railroad tracks had tually t-touching the skull."
spraddled under its weight. The "Try it anyhow, and then we nun~ ",
fuselage bore no identifying marks, get out of here and let the!capet/. ?
except for a red star at the nose; or take over. l've about made up ml~
rather, a red asterisk, mind it's a missile, anyhow. Witll

Martinson's torch linflered over this little damage, it could it.ill bmthe star for a moment, but the ad- off." .  ~  'n i I~
jutant offered no comment. He McDonough had been te~rcssin~went around the nose, McDonough that notion since I/is. ,fl~ ii~ht of
trailing, the spindle. The at~ "1I~ Ij~. the

On the other side of the ship was fuselage intact, the pfl~i~dtl in-
the death wound: a small, ragged volved, and the obvinus ~llill lfind~
tear in the metal, not far forward shield all argued against it; beileve~
of the tail. Some of the raw cuds of the bate possibility was someho~
metal were partlally.melted. Martin- twice as terrifying, here under a
son touched one. mountain, as it would have been is

~'Flak," he muttered. "Cut his fuel the open. With so enormous a ma~
lines. Lucky he didn't blow up." of rock pressing down on him, and

"How do we get in?" McDon- the ravening energies of a sun per-
ough said nervously. "The cabin haps waiting to break loose by
didn't even crack. And we can't ~ide---
crawl through that hole." No, no; it was a fighter, and the

Martinson thought about it. Then pilot might somehow still be alive.
tt to the lesion in the ship's He almost ran to get the electrode

net off the truck. He danilled it oa
its cable inside the flak tear, pulled
the goggles over his eyes, and flicked
the switch with his thumb.

The Walter goggles made the
9 3



world inside the tunnd no darker
than it actually was, but knowing
that he would now be unable to see
any gleam of l ight in the tunnel,
should one appear from somewhere
--say, in the ultimate glare of hy-
drogen fuslon--lncteased the pressure
of blackness on his brain. Back on
the truck the frequency-analyzer be-
gan its regular, meaningless peeping,
scanning the possible cortical output
bands in order of likelihood: First
the 0.5 to 3.5 cycles/second band,
the delta wave, the last activity of
the brain detectable before death;
then the four to seven c.p.s, theta
channel, the pleasure-scanning waves
which went on even during sleep;
the alpha rhythm, the visual scanner
at eight to thirteen c.ps.; tile beta
rhythms at fourteen to thirty c.ps.
whkb mirror the tensions of con-
scious computation, not far below
the Ievel of real thought; the gamma
band, where--

The goggles lit,
 .. And stdl the dazzliug Jky.bl~e

sheep are grazing in the red field
under the rainbow-billed attd pea-
green birts.. .

McDonough snakhed the goggk's
up with a gasp, and stated frauti-
oi ly into Ihe b la tk r ]ess ,  now swim-
m l n g  w i t h  r e s i d u a l  i m a g e s  i n
contrasting colors, mehmg gradually
as the rods and cones in his retina
gave up the energy they had absorb-
ed from the scene in the goggles.
Curiously, he knew at once where
the voice had come from; i t  had
been his mother's, reading to him,

9 4

on Christmas Eve, a story called "A
Child*s Christmas ia Wales." He
had not thought of it in well over
two dtxades, but the scene in the
toposcope goggles had called it forth
irresistibly.

"What's the matter?" Martlnson's
voice said. "Get anything? Are you
sick?"

"No, "  McDonough mut tered.
"Nothing."

"Then let's beat it. Do you make
a noise like that over nothing every
day? My Uncle Crosby did; but then,
he had asthma."

Tentatively, MeDonough lowered
the goggles again. The scene came
bark, still in the same impossible
colors, and almost complete[y with-
out mot~on. Now that he was able
to look at it again, bowever, he saw
that tile blue animals were not sheep;
they were too large, and they had
faces rather like those of kittens.
Nor were the enormously slow-mov-
ing birds actually birds at all, except
that they did seem to be flying--in
unlikely straight lines, with slow,
mathematically oxen flappings of un-
wlnglike wings; there was something
vegetable ahom them. The red field
was only a dazzling blur, hazing the
feet of the bbte animals with the
huge, innocent kitten's fa,es. As for
the sky, it hardly seemed to be there
at all; it was as white as paper.

~ ' C o I ~ e  o i l , "  ~ . l a r t i l l ~ t ~ l  m u t t e r e d ,
his voice edged with irr i tat ion.
"'What's the sense of staying in this
hole arty more? You bucking for
pneumonia ?"
A S T O U N D I N G  S C I F : N C E  F I C T I O N

"There's.., sacnething alive in
there."

"Not a chance," Mattlnson said.
His voice was noticeably more
ragged. "You're dreaming, you said
yourself you couldn't pick up---"

"I  know what l 'm doing," Mc-
Donnugh insisted, watching the
scene in the goggles. "There's a live
brain in there. Something aobody's
ever hit before. It's powerful--uo
mind in the hooks ever put out a
broadcast like this. It isn't human."

"All the more reason to call in
the AF and quit .  We can't  get in
there anyhow. What do you mean,
it isn't human? It's a Red, that's
all."

"No i t  isn' t ,"  McDonougb said
evenly. Now that he thought he
knew what they had found, he had
stopped trembling. He was still ter-
rified, but it was a different kind of
terror: the fright of a man who has
at last gotten a clear idea of what
it is he is up against. "Human be-
ings just don't broadcast like this.
Especially not when they're near
dying. And they don't  remember
huge blue sheep wkh rat's heads on
them, or red grass, or a wh,te sky.
Not even i f  they come from the
USSR. Whoever it is in there comes
from some place else."

"'You read too much. What about
the star on the nose?" .

McDonoogb drew a deep breath.
"What about it?" he said steadily.
"I t  isn' t  the insignia of the Red
Air Force, I saw that it stopped you,
too. No air force I ever heard of
T O M B  T A P P E g

 es   ~d as ter isk ,  i t  im ' t  , '01 i !~
at all. It's just what it" is.'t ~ 7,. ,!'

"An astefd~?" bh. rt imoa ai~
a n g r i l y.                         ,  ;

"No, Marty, I thir& it's a star, 'A
symbol for a red star. The AF.'~
gone and knocked us down a sp¢.
ship." He pushed the goggl~ up
and carefully withdrew the electlcode
net from the hole in the battered
fuselage.

"And," he said careful ly, "the
pilot, whatever he is, is still alive---
and thinking about home, wherev~
that is."

In the ensuing silence, McDoa-
ough realized belatedly that Martin-
son was as frightened as he wa~.

Though the Air Fon:e had be~
duly notified by the radio net of
McDonough's preposterous discov-
ery, .it took its owa time about get.
t i n g   t e c h n i c a l  c r e w  o v e r  t o
Odsville. It had to, regardless of
how much stock it took in the hS~cy.
The nearest source of advanced Air
Force EgG equipment was just out-
side Newburgh, at Stewart Field,
and it would have to be dxiven to
Otisville by trick; no AF plane slow
enough to duplicate Martinson's
landing on the road could have
handled the necessary payload.

For several hours, therefore, Me-
Donough could do pretty much as
he liked with his prize. After only
a little urging, Martlnson got the
Erie dispatcher to send an oxyacety-
lene torch to the Port Jervis side
of the tunnel, on board a Diesel
camelback. Persons, who had subse-
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cluendy arrived in the A,,~,ono~, was
all for trying it immediately in the
tunnel, but McDonough was re-
strained by some dim memory of
high school experiments with mag-
nesium, a metal which looked very
much like this. He persuaded the
C.O. to try the torch on the smeared
wings first.

The wings didn't burn. They car.
tied the torch into the tunnel, and
Persons got to work with it, enlarg-
ing the flak hole.

"Is that what- ls- i t  st i l l  al ive?"
Persons asked, cutting steadily,

"1 think so," McDonough said,
his eyes averted from the tiny sun
of the torch. '*I've been sticking the
electrodes in there about Qnce every
five minutes. I get essentially the
same picture. But it's getting stead-
ily weaker."

"'D'you think we'll reach it before
it dies?"

"I don't know. I'm not even sure
I want to."

Persons thought that over, lifting
the torch from the metal. Then he
said, "You've got something there.
]Maybe l better try that gadget and
see what I think."

"No," blcDouough said. "It isn't
tuned to you."

"Orders ,  Mac.  Le t  me g ive  i t  
try. Hand i t  over."

"I t  isn' t  thah Andy. I  wouldn't
btv.k you, you know that; yoti made
this squadron. But it's dangerous.
Do you want to have an cpileptlc
fit? The chances are nine to five that
you would."

"Oh," Persons said. "All right.
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It's your show." He resumed cat-
ting.

After a while McDonough said,
in a remote, emotionless voice:
"That's enough. 1 think I can get
through there now, as soon as it
c o o l s . "

"Suppo*e there's no passage be-
tween the tail and the nose?" Mar-
tinson said. "More likely there's a
firewall, and we'd never be able to
cut through that."

"Probably," McDouough agreed.
"We couldn't run the torch near the
fuel tanks, anyhow, that's for sure."

"Then what good--"
"'if these people think anything

l ike we do, there's bound to be
some kind of escape mechanlsra--
something that blows the pi lot 's
capsule free of the ship. I ought to
be able to reach it."

"And fire i t  in bereY' Persons
s a i d .  " Yo u ' l l  s m a s h  t h e  c a b i n
against the tunnel roof. That'll kill
the pilot for sure."

"'Not if I disarm it. If I can get
the charge out of it, all firing it will
do is open the locking devices; then
we can take the windakield off and
get in. I'll pass the charge out back
to you; handle i t  gently. Let me
have your flashlight, Marry, mine's
almost dead."

Silently, Martlnsou handed him
the light. He hesitated a moment,
listening to the water dripping in
the background. Then, with a deep
breath, he said, "Well. Here goes
nothin'."

He clambered into the narrow
opening.
& S T O U N D I ~ I G  I 3 C I E N C E  F I C T I O N

The jungle of pipes, wites a~d
pumps before him was utterly ~n-
famil ias in detai l  but famil iar in
principle. Human beings, given the
job of setting up a rocket motor,
set it up in this general way. Mc-
Douough probed wi th  the  l igh t
beam, looking for a passage large
enough for him to wiggle through.

There didn't seem to be any such
passage, but he squirmed his way
forward segardless, forcing hlmself
into any opening that presented it-
self, no matter how small and con-
torted i t  seemed. The feel ing of
entrapment was terrible. If he were
to wind up in a cul-de-sac, he would
never be able to worm bimsdf bach-
wards out of this jungle of piping--

e m p t y,  o r  n e a r l y. , e ~ l ~ '  ~ i g t ?
No, uahm the st# 1~1 ~v~
long ago; the'skin of the tank_was
no colder than any of the offset
surfaces he had encounteled. Pro- ..
pel lant, perhaps, or eompresg~
nitrogen--something like that,

Between the tank and whal. ha
took to be the inside of the hull.
there was a low freeway, just high
enough for him to squeeze through
if he turned his head sideways.
There were occasional supports and "
gangl ions of wir ing to be writhed " 4.
around, but the going was a little
better than it had been, back in the
engine compartment. Then his l~ead
lifted into a slightly larger spa~e,
made of walls that curved gently
against each other: the front of the

He hit his head a sharp crack on tank, he guessed, opposed tO the
a metal roof, and the metal resound- floor of the pdot s capsule and t~ae
ed hollowly. A tank of some kind, belly of the hull. Between thp cap-
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sule and the bull, up rather high,
was the outside curve of a tube,
large in diameter but very short; it
was entrusted with motors, small
pumps, and wiring.

An air lock? It certalnly looked
l ike one. I f  so, the tr ick with the
cscape mechanism might not have
to be worked at all--if indeed the
~ape device exisled.

Finding that he could raise his
shoulders enough to test on his el-
bows, he studied the wiring. The
thickest of the cables emerged from
the pilot's capsule; that should be
the power line, ready to activate the
whole business when tile pdot hit
the switch. If so, it conId be shorted
out--provided that there was still
any juice in the batteries.

He managed to get the big nip-
pets free of his belt, and dragged
forward into a po~itina where he
could use il~eJn, with considerable
straining, lie rinsed their needlelike
teeth around the cable and squeezed
with all his migiu. The jaws dosed
~lowly, and tile cusps bit in.

There was a deep, surging hum,
and all the pumps and too*ors be-
gan to whirr and throb. From ba.k
the way he had ,onle, be heard a
very mttfi~ed distanl shunt of astuJ]-
ishment.

He hooked the nippx'rs back into
his belt and in,bed furward, raising
his back nnlll he- was almost ~urled
into a ball. By ~arultd, small move-
ments, as though he were being
born, he managed to ~omctsauh
painfully in the cramped, curved
space~ and get his head and shout-
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ders hack under the tank again, face
up this t ime. He had to trai l  the
flashlight, so that Iris progress back-
wards through the utter darkness
was as blind as a mole's; hut he
made it, at long last.

The tunnel, once be had tumbled
out into it again, seemed Jnitaculous-
ly spacinus~lmost like flying.

"The damn door opened right up,
all by itself," Maftinson was chat-
tering. "Scared me green. WhaPd
yon do--say *Open sesame' or some-
thing?"

"Yeah," McDonuugh said. He
rescued his electrode net from the
handtmck and went forward to. the
gap ing a i r  lock .  The doot  had
blocked most of the rest of the tun-
nel, but it was open wide enough.

It wasn't much of an air lock. As
hc had seen from inside, it was too
short to hold a man; probably i t
had only been intended to moderale
the pressure-drop between inside and
outside, not prevent sutla a drop ab-
solutely. Only tire outer door had
the proper bank-~aldt hea~iness of
a truc alr lock. The hmer one, open,
was now nothing but a narrow ring
of serrated blades, machined to a
Johanusen-blo~k linish so fine that
thc~, were air-tight by vlrluc of me-
lccular cohesion alone a highly per-
fected iris diaphragnl MtDonuugh
womh:red vaguely bow the pinpoint
hole in the center of the diaphragm
was plugged wbell the iris was fully
closed, but his laynlan's kuowledge
of engineering failed him entirely
tberc; he could come ttp with noth-
ing better than a vision of the pilot
AS'rOUNDING SCIENC~ FICTIOb~

plugging that hole wish  wad o~
well-chewed bubblegura.

He sniffed the damp, cold, still
a i r.  N o t h i n g .  I f  t h e  p i l o t  h a d
breathed anything alien to Earth-
normal air, it had already dissipated
w~thout trace in the organ pipe of
the tunneL He flashed his light in-
side the cabin.

g'he instruments were smashed be-
yond hope, except for a few at the
sides of the capsule. The pilot had
smashed them---or rather, his en-
vironment had.

BefoEe him in she light of the
torch was a heavy, transparent tank
o[ iridescent greenlsh-btown fluid,
with z small figure floating inside
it. It had been the tank, which had
broken free of its moorings, which
had smashed up the rest of the eorq..
pattment. The 'pilot was completdy
endosed in what looked l ike an
ordinary G-sult, inside the oil; flex-
ible hoses connected to bottles act
the ceiling fed him his atmosphere,
whatever it was. The hoses hadn't
broken, but something inside the G-
suit had; a line of tiny bubbles w'~
rising from somewhere near the
pilot's neck.

He pressed the EEG electrode net
against the tank and looked into the
Walter goggles. The sheep with the
kittens faces were still there, some-
what dlanged in position; but al-
"mo~t all of the color had washed
out of the scene. McDonough grunt-
¢d involuntarily. Tbere was now an
atmosphere about the pioute which
hit  him l ike a blow, a feel ing of
TOMB T&PPgE

iatm.~ opptc~V, ino, o[ ia~wq~l~
ttess---

"Marry," he said hoarsely. "l~'s ,
see if. we can't cut into that tank"
from the bottom somehow." He
backed down into the tunnel.

"WhT? If  he's go¢ internal,  in.
jlLri~¢...-'m

"The suit's been breached. It's
fil l ing with that ni l  from the bot-
tom. If we don't drain the tank, he'll
th:own ~st/'

"All right. Still think be'$ a man-
from-Mars, Mac?"

"I don't know. It's too small to
be a man, you can see that. And the
memories aren't like knmag~ az~m-
or ies .  That 's  a l l  I  know.  ~  wc
drill the tank some plac.e~"!

"Don~t need to." Pe~' ~.4~a-
distorted voice said from inside ¢hn-
air lock. The reflectin, ns of his
l i g h t  s h i f t e d  i n  t h e  o p e n i n g  ~  .
ghosn.  " I  jus t  found  dra in  Pet
cork. Rol l  up your t toq~t cuffs,
gents."

But the oi l  didn't  drain oat of
the ship. Evidently it went into stor-
age somewhere inside the hull, to
be pumped back into the pi lot 's
cocoon when it was needed again~

It took a long time. The silen¢~
came flooding back into the tunnel.

"That oil-suspensinn trick is neat,"
Martinson whispered edgily. "Cush-
ions him like a fish. He's got ineain
still, but no mass--llke a man in
free fall."

McDonough fidgeted, but said
nothing. He was t~,ing to imagine
what the multi-colored vision of the

9 9



pilot could mean. ~ornething about
it was nagging at him. It was wrong.
Why would a still-conscious and
gravely injured pilot be suldy pre-
occupied with remembering thefields of home? Why wa n t he try-
mg to save himself instead--as in-
geniously as he had tried to save tile
ship? He sli[l had electrical power,
and in that litter of smashed appa-
ratus which he alone could recog-
nize, there must surely be expedients
which still awaited his trlal. But he
had already given up, though he
knew he was dying.

Or did he? The emotional aura
suggested a knowledge of things
desperately wrong, yet there was no
real desperation, no frenzy, hardly
any fear--almost as though the pilot
did not know what death was, or,
knowing i t ,  was confident that i t
could not happen to him. The im-
mensely Powerful, dying mind ins de
the G-suit seemed curiously notating
and passive, as though it awaited
rescue with supreme confidence--so
supreme that it could afford to drift,
m an od-suspended floating-dream
of home, nostalgic arid unhappy, but
not rt~lly afraid.

And yet it was dying!
"Almost empty," And), Persons'

quiet, garbled voice said into tile
ttmnel.

Clenching his teeth, MtDonou,gh
fiitd*ed himself into the air lock
again and tried to tap the fading
thoughts on a higher frequemy. But
here was simply nothing to hear
) r  s e e ,  t h o u g h  w i l l ]  a  h [ l i n  s o
~trong, there should have been, at
100

as short a range as this. And it was
peculiar, too, that the visual dream
never changed. The flow of thoughts
an a powerful human mind is be-
wilderingly rapid; it takes weeks of
analysis by specialists before ils
essential pattern emerges. This mind,
on the other hand, had been hold-
ing tenaciously to this one thought
--ct?mplicated though i was--for a
mJmmum of two hours. A truly sub-
idiot performance--being broadcast
w i t h  a l l  t h e  d r i v e  o f  a  s u p e r
genius.

Nothing in the cookbook provid-
ed ldcDonough with any precedent
for it.

The suited figure was now slump-
ed against the side of the empty
tank, and the shapes hlside the topo-
scope goggles suddenly began to be
dislorted with regular,
blurs ain way wrenching

: p es. A test at the level
of the theta waves confirmed it; the
unknown brain was responding to
the pain with terrible knots of rage,
real blasts of it, so strong and un-
contro/led that ~¢!cDonou,qh could
not endure them for more than a
second. His hand was shaking so
hard that he could hardly tune hack
to the gamma level again.

"We shou ld  havc  le f t  the  o i l
there," he winspered. "\Vu've moved
hhn Iou nmeh. The internM injuries
are going to kill him in a few min-
t/teS,"

We could* t let hhn drown, you
said so yourself" Persons raid prac-
l lcal ly. "Look, there's  seam on
this lank that looks llke a torsion
s~JJ. If we break it, it ought to open

A S T O U N D I N G  S C I E N C E  F I C T I O / ~

up l ike  fired dam. Then we <an
get him out of here."

As he spoke, the empty tank patt-
ed into two shell-like halves. The
pilot lay slumped and twisted at the
bottom, like a doll, his su t glisten-
ing in the light of the CO.'s torch.

"Help me. By the shoulders, real
easy. That's it; lift. Easy, now."

Numbly, McDonongh hdped. It
wzs true that die oi l  would have
drowned the fragile, pitiful figure,
but this was no help, either. The
thing came up out of the cabin like
 marionette with all its strings cut.
Martinson cut the last of them: the
flexible tubes whish kept it connect.
ed to the ship. The three of them
put it down,-sprawling hinelessly,

 . . A N D  S T I L L T H E  D A Z -
ZLING SKY-BLUE SHEEP ARE
GRAZING I N THE    RED
F I E L D . . .

Just llke that, McDonough saw iL
A coloring book/

-That was what the SCene was.
That was why the colors were wrong,
and the size referents. Of course the
/beeplike animals did not look much
llke sheep, which the pilot could
never have seen except in pictures.
Of course the sheep's heads looked

T O M B  TA P P E I t

l ike thn heads of kiRLms; eve~
has sere k/tt, em, Of ~conrse.,he b~
was powerful out of all proportion
to its survival drive and its knowl.
edge of death; it was the brain of a
genius, but  genius without expe-
rience. And of course, this way, the
USSR could get a rocket fighter to
the United States on a one-way
trip.

The helmet fell off the body, and
lolled off into the gutter which car-
ried away the water condensing on
the wall of the tunnel. Martinson.
gasped, and then begea to swear in
a low, grinding monotone. Andy
Persons said nothing hit h!s i~t~as he played it on the pilots hi~ad~
s h o n k  w i t h  f u r y.             .  , ~

McD0nough, his fantasy of space,
ships exploded, went back to the
handtruck and kicked his tomb-tap:
plug apparatus into small shards and
heat pieces. His whole heart was a
fruning caldron of pity and grief
He would never knock upon another
tomb again.

The blonde head on the floor of
the tunnel, dreanling its waning
dream of a colored paper field was
that of a l i t t le gir l ,  barely eight
years old.


